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will be in his eyes the proof of her guilt. But the Czarine
views the dismal preparations calmly, for she is resolved that
she will end her own life when the count dies. Her coolness
convinces the Czar of her innocence, and he countermands the
execution, telling Catharine he now believes there was no love
on her side for Sapieha; he adds that he is equally convinced
Sapieha has none for her, having just intercepted the count's
last adieu to his young wife, a letter full of expressions of pas-
sionate tenderness, in which he assures her she alone is mistress
of his heart, &c., &c. Catharine, who could look on calmly
when her lover was to lose his head, when she finds she has
lost his heart is overwhelmed with rage. Careless of conse-
quences, she vents her jealousy openly, and the incensed Czar
reorders the execution. But, ere the sentence can pass his
lips, his words are cut short by his own death. Menschflcoff,
in order to save his daughter, Olga, has hastened the execution
of his plans; the Czar is poisoned by him. This sudden death
puts other thoughts in Catharine's mind. She sends the count
as embassador to Wai-saw, with his bride; as for her, she will
live only to reign.

On the following day there was a great dinner given in
honor of the tragedienne by Doctor Veron, and St. Beuve,
Me'rrime'e, Aubert, Halevy, M. Aloequart, and Scribe, were
among the guests. The invitations had been issued, in all
probability, when it was expected that the play and the actress
would meet with the most brilliant success. The play had been
evidently a failure: the actress had, as was usual with her on
first nights, been far below her own standard. These disap-
pointments had thrown a cloud over the doctor's entertain-
ment which Rachel, feeling that it was partly owing to her,
would willingly have dispelled. To get up a fictitious excite-
ment, she, who was excessively abstemious, drank two glasses
of Champagne. It produced no effect beyond a headache.
As soon as the dinner was over she withdrew into another
room and gave way to a fit of tears, after which she slipped
away home.

M. Scribe, who was extremely uneasy, remarked to MeVri-
he Would not wonder if she never played the partought out on a scaffold under
